7he BiUorit of ‘ | 

^rin. O my fweet becfcjl muft ftill be good Angdl to thee, the ^ 
Hiony is paid backe againc. 

Fal, O, I doe ootlike that paying backe, tis a double labour. ' 
Prin. I am good friends witlj my father, arid may do any thing, 
Fal. Rob me the Exchequer thefirft thing thou doeft,and (i« 
it with vnwalht hands too. u 

'Bar. D o n^y Lor d. 1 

Pn«.l haiae Procured theei4c^achargeof foot, ! 

Fal. I would it had beene of horfe. Where fhall I find one that ’ 
can fteale well ? O for a fine theefe of the ageofxxiuor there a- 
bout; lam hainoully vnprouided. Well, God bee thanked for 
thefc rebels, they offend none but thevertuous, I laud them, I 
prayfethem, Prmce..BardcU. My Lord. 

Prin. Goe bearc this letter to Lord lohn cf Lancafiert 
To my brother hhn : this to my Lord of fFsftmerknds* 

Go, Peto, to horfe for thou and I 
Haue thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time ; 

Jacks meete me to morrow in the T emplehall. 

At two a clockc in the afternoone. 

There fhalt thou know thy charge, and their recciue 
Mony and order for their furniture. 

The land is h\xxn\\\g,Percy ftands on high. 

And cither they or we mull lower lie. 

Rare words ] braue world, Hefiesf my breakefaftcomc, 
Oh, I could wi(h this Tauerne were my drum, £xem, 

Enter HetfpuriWorcefier and D<m>gloi. 

Hot. Well faid, my noble Scot) if Ipeaking truth ' ' 

In this fine age were not through flattery. 

Such attribution fhould the T>omglas haue, 

As not a Souldicr of this feafons llampe. 

Should go fo generallcurrantthroughtheworld; 

By God I cannot flatter, I defie 
T he tongues of foothers, but a brauer place 
In my hearts lone hath no man then your felfe. 

Nay taske me to my word.approue me Lord. 

Dorr. Thou art the king of honour. 

No man fo potent tbreathes trponthc ground, 

Eut I will beard him. Enter mmthUmrf. 

^ -Ihu 




Henrie the Fourths fp: 

Hot. Do fo, and t’is well; what letters haue you there,I can 

butthaBkeyou, 

jijeff. Thcfe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? why comes he not himfelfe 
Mt 'f He cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuous ficltc. 
Hor, 2 'ounds,howhazhethcleifuft tobefickc . 
]nfuchaiuftlingtime.?wholeades hispower? 
VnderwhofegGoerneracnt comeihey along I 
’ Mef His letters beares his mind, not I his mind, 
fTor. I prethee tell me, doth he keepe his bed ? 
lUejf. He did, my Lord, foure dayes ere 1 fet forth. 

And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much fcard by his Phifitions 
trif. I would the Hate of time had firft bin whole. 

Ere he by ficknelTe had bin vifited ; 

His health was neuer better worth then now. 

. Hot. Sickc now, droope now, this ficknclTc doth infefl: 

Thevery lifc-bloud of our eiaterprile, 

T’iscatching hither, euen to our carape : 

He writes me here, that inward ficknetre, 

^nd that his friends by deputation 
Could not lb feone be drawne, nor did he thinke it meete, 

Tolayfo dangerous and dcare a truft 
Ob any Ibule remou’d, but on his owne, 

^ Yetdothhegiuevsboldaduertifcment, 

L That with our fmall coniundion, we fhould on, 

"v TofeehowfortuneisdifpoVdto vs ; 

■ For, as he writes, there is no quailingnow, 

Bscaufe the King is certainely pofleft 
Ofallour purpofes : what fay you to it f 

Yourfathers ficknelfe is a maime to vs. 

( . Hint, A perilous gafli, a very limmeleptoflF, 

V yet, in faith, it is not bis ptefent want 

1 Scemes more then we fhall find it. Were it good, 
k To fet the exadl wealth of all our ftates, 

^ If n ** one call ? to fetfo rich a maine, 

Onthcnicehazzardofonedoubtfullhourc, ' 

f were not good, for therein fhould we read , 

H ■ -■ • ; ^.Thc 
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